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me! M said he in a low voice, looking meanwhile round the chapel like a man who dreads to encounter a spy. (< Save you, Monseigneur ? w <( Yes; listen to me. I am certain that at Rome they want to impose on me a severe penance. They will perhaps seek to shut me up in a cloister; but I will not go there. No! by all the fiends,M cried he, forgetting his caution, <( they shall not have me living! I will fear Consalvi no more than I did that silly Due d'Aiguillon.J> He was red as his cassock, and appeared beside himself. I regarded him with astonishment, and did not see in what way I could be useful to him. He soon told rue.
<(This Court of Rome, which imagines itself of some consequence because the Pope is recognized by schismat-ical and Protestant Sovereigns, fancies it can still act as it did at the time when the IMBECILES condemned Galileo. But they are deceived; and I will adopt the guise of a schismatic in order to laugh at them. You must obtain me an audience of the Emperor of Russia.M I stood aghast. <( You will not ?M <( I did not say that, Monseigneur. But your Eminence should reflect a moment ere you invoke the aid of a Prince who is not of the Catholic communion. I do not think it can be done with proper dignity.w The Cardinal regarded me with concentrated rage. He would have crushed me if he had dared. He rose, traversed the chapel for some time, and then again approached me.
(<You censure me, then?* said he. <(No, sir; but I confess I should grieve at taking a message from you to the Emperor of Russia.* ^Diable! diable!* repeated he, pacing the floor again, and occasionally taking a large pinch of Spanish snuff from the pocket of his undervest. Suddenly he stopped; then coming up to me once more, he said, with that voice of thunder known to belong to him: <( But, nevertheless, you are my friend. How can you see me depart for Rome without having fears for my life ? * c< Oh, Monseigneur! "
w I know well that they will not poison me like Zizim. I know well that they will not roast me before a slow fire; but they will probably incarcerate me in the monastery of Albano, or in a convent situated in the most savage mountains of the Apennines. And once there, 27